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FRIDAY, JANUARY 10, 1919,
YOUTH

The IPrench for AB.F. has always
been “‘la jeune arnde Amdéricaine.”’ It
has so been translated in solemn official
docuiments; more importani, it has so
been  tfanslated in the hearts of the
French Army and of the French people,
And the “‘jeune’ is more than a qualify-
mg adjeetive; it is a tribute to whatever
of zest, whatever of enthusinsm, whatever

of vL-'I.'m the fighting American has shown.
It

is the American Army’s greatest
—its youth. It was its greatest
asset in the tumultuous months before

the armistice. and it will continue™to be
ity greatest asset when, no longer an

Army, but & body of eitizenry whose own
future is America’s future, it takes up
once more tie workaday tlasks which it
left to shoulder rifles, rustle supplies or
juggle pick and shovel.

Those fasks will not seem so workaday
as they did in the middle ages before
1917, And the doers of those tasks will
ook beyvond today and envisage tomor-

row. Youth can do that

I'T DEPENDS
It all depends on the point of view.
Cpl. Fred Sedberry, Company. M, 13th
iment, U.S.M.C, writes
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Whether or not ** these 'uwulnmns will
still be contested for years to come™ de-
pends on whether you look at the ques-
tion through the eves of a Corporal Sed-
Yerry or of a Sergeant White.

THE ARMY’S POETS

Although speak without the
firmatory authority of Smith’s Classical
Digtionary, which is not to hand (you
can’t have all the comforts of home even
during an armistice}, we believe, none
the less, that we are spelling the name
eorrectly when we say that it was Tyr-
tacus who, ousted from Athens because
he was a peet and. therefore, presumably

poor soldier stuff, forthwith journeved to
Spurta. compused a new set, of battle an-
themz fur the war-loving folk who adopted

Bim, and sent them singing inte viefory
againg the people who had exiled hin,
The Fyrtaruses of our day are legion.

But their influence — witness  Rapert
Brooke, Franeis Ledwidge, Alan Seeger

- ns potent, #s direet, as definife as
was that of their forernnner. And we of
America, though this is not the place to
diseuss whether or not Ameriea has pro-
duced o warrior poet in her own armies,
like to think that the inspiration of song,
cur own sony, has had s share in our
share of the vietory,

All of which is only a modesi way of

calling attention 1o the Arnny's Poots,
who comduet  their column forum this

week, us vsusl, in the same place and at the
sume length. ‘They need no apologists. We
of the puper know only this: that no part of
the paper is vead more re l"'l()u»lv, studied
more sedulously. clipped mare consistenily,

Tt has surprised us. We did not ox-
peet that 0.D, povms would come in at
the rate of 70 a day, with no further hope
of reward for the writers than the ap-
pearance of their brain-children in print.
We did not guess that that part of the
Army which does not write poctry (we
are convineed that it is a minority) reads
it to a man.

All of "which goes to show that when
you go to war vou learn about a lot of
thuw‘x besides {uh\mq.

et
GERMANY’S SHORTAGE

History may devide thad, all things con-
sidered. Germanys® fatal shortage was
neither in white flour nor in copper nor
in rubber. Tt was in humor.

The Allies could never eseape the feel-
ing that, in addition to heing terrible.
Germany was alto rather ridieulous, Tt

vas & certain disconeerting Fnglishman
who pointed out Lo (wrmdnv at the start
that. even in her invasion of Ilittle
Belgium, the spectacle she presented of
a huge, whip-eracking bully striding into
a room and stumbling over a door-
mat had in it a disastrous clement of
the comic. DBut then, Germany celebraiing
the fall of Veldxm, Germany  pounding
nails into her wooden Ifindenburg, Ger-

mavy glowing with pride over her nom-
combatant fleet, was always a little absurd.

And the Xaiser! The Kaiser all
dressed up like a Christmas tree ready
for the triumphant entry into the Naney
{hat never fell, the shining War Lord
seuttling out of his realm as soon as his
troops were in trouble. Wilheln, in any
country with a sense of humor, would
never have been able to play his véle out fo
its ghastly conclusion, He would have been
laughed off the stage in the prologue.

And this same lack in these laughless
people led them to misrcad as a symp-
tom of weakness what was really a sign
and a source of strength—1he puzzlmg
laughter that floated to them across the
waste of No Man’s Land. They were
bewildered by the British. They could
never understand the humor of a people
who could eateh at the Kpiser’s sncer and
make a fond and jubilant war ery out
of ““The 0ld Contemptibles,’’” who conld
ruin the “‘HMymn of Hate” for the
Germans by learning it themsclves and
singing it in the trenches with particu-
lar relish for the refrain: “We hate
England.”’  And the French, whose
gayety had misled the Germans into
thinking them negligible and frivolous,
proved to be quite a serious people on
the hills hefore Verdun. Then it began
to appear that the American regarded
himself fully equipped so long as he conld
2o into battle armed with a tooth-
brush and a grin; and it is probably true
that his army aughed more per kilometer
than any other army in the field. If the
first distant sound -of endless Americans on
ihe march scemed at all ominous to Berlin,
ihe threat must have grown when, at last,
1! wis reported from the fromt that the

Yank was the most baffling and most deadly
of all oifensive weapons—the soldier \sho
fights with a smile. - .

THE OFFENSIVE

With the German army demobilizing
like butter meliing in the sun, with the
Rhincland as tranguil an cnemy country
as ever 2 military force was ealled upon
to oceupy, with every one furiously ar-
guing as o just whose blow and whose
battle really won the war anyhow, the
American Army has nothing to stand
guard over these days except ils own
xcpumt on, Whoe\or, \nthm ils own ranks,
does anything to injure that repuiation is
the only enemy in sight at pr(‘wm
Sueh an enemy is the corporal—or, for
that matter, the colonel—w ho, after plant-
ing himsell in a conspicnous spot, fills
himself wp with lHauor till he slops over.
Far be it from us to oppose the right of
vvery {rechorn Ameriean citizen to make
an ass of himself in publie, but we do not
have Lo be M.P.s to objeel 10 his making
an ass of the A B
That tiny fraction of officers and men
are really traitors in their small bl
neuseating way.  Ior them there ought
(o be something partienlarly painful in
the way of punishment- the Aikado
used to say, “‘something with boiling ofl
in i.”" They make us sick.

Pt A A A

THE MELANCHOLY DAYS
The winter of our discontent is at hand,
and the Shakespearian scholars in the
AE.F—there ought to hu dozens of them

only the sun of New York ean make it
glorious summer.
For the young 'uns of the Army, the
stripeless and the single stripers, it is the
first I"reneh winter, af least the first they
have enjoyed (langhter) in Trance in
olive drab.  Tor the most seasoned of
veterans it is only the second. And the
seaxoned veterans can tell the less vet-
eranish that you need a whole lot more
than two to get used to them,
It would undoubtedly have been a
more comfortable war, followed by a
more readily endurable armistice, if it
could have been held in a elime where
the QAL would not have had to issue
socks, heavy, woolen, and other ac
coutrements of the on.  Sueh not
being the e, the AK.T.—or as much
of it as ean get neither to Germany nor
home—rises to the height of its injured
dignity and asserverates that, discipline
or no diseipline, it positively will not
salute Generals January and Febroary,
Tt will do well, however, fo respect them
fo thie extent of keeping its fect dry.
—————

THE CAMPAIGN HAT
Tt secms, after all, that we can’t have
it As announced last  week, there
aren’t enough of the grand old lids to
o around. What few there are left the
Q.M. deelines to hand out, for the
stmple reason that he doesn®t want io play
favorites—although auy of ws would he
willing to give bim two out of three on &
chanee of shaking the overseas cap.
But the Q. ‘\I, as might be expeeted, is
no gambler, s0 he won't let us flip for
the ones ﬂmt. are left. The only thing
we ean do is to sleep on our overseases
until we flatten them out into some
kind of shape, and wear them as far
down over our left ears as the law will
allow—jauntily, as if to toss them off with
an air.
Anyway-—and here’s where the sour
grapes come in—the old eampaign hat
will never rate up the same now that we
have found out that rabbit hair js its
main ingredient. 1t wounld “be hardly
decorous for one of the wmost belligerent
bodies of men 1o go about topped with the
fleecy covering of the pacifists’ mascot.

THE TREMENDOUS FACT

There is virtue in the old barroom
classice, “Don’t swear here; it sounds like
hell.””

A recent visitor to the Ameriean Army,
a man of years and judgment, was asked,
hefore first impressions had had time lo
wear ofl, what he thought of the-American
soldie

“Well,”” he said, “‘they "ve certainly got
the hammer out.”’

It would be o bad symplom if 90 per
cent of the members of every division
in the Ameriean Army didu’t bélieve
that his partieulay division was the best
division in the American Army-—and
didn't say so upon occasion. But if dis-

in danger of sound-
ing like bLonetfulness, or, worst still, like
knoc! g. as the visitor thought it was.
And it is likely {0 sound like what the sign
on the wall said about swearing.

Tt would do no harm for every one, unit
enthusiast or otherwise, to keep in mind
one tremendons faet:

Every member of the AEF. (with
such a small number of exceptions that
they are insignifieant) did everything
that was asked of him—or died or was
wounuded trying; and man can do no
more.

in the s:n.\'ing‘ it is

~might pm'aphmsc further and say that} 4%

stion and temperanee are not shown|

The Army’s Poets

“NOW THAT IT'S ALL OVER”»
Did you ever hike millions of miles,
a ton on your buck,

And blister your hgels and your shoulders, too,
Where the straps run down {rom your paek,
In the rain ¢

he snow or the mud, perhaps,
ng heat or the cold?

why then you're a buddy of ours,
And we weitome you into our fold.

Did you ever eat with your plate in your lap,
With you cup on the ground at your side,
While cooties and bugs of species untoid,
Danced fox-trots over your hide?

Did you ever sleep in a 1ent s0 small

That yousr head and your feet played tag?
Then shake, old man, vou're a pal of ours,
For you've followed the same oid flag.

Did you ever stand in a front ling trench,
With Fritzie a few feet away,

With Jerries .md Minnies u
And gax com ng over all

histling around,

With No M Land a sea of steel
And a wwempest of bursting sh .
“Then, come in, oid man, and t t vour shins,

For we're all just baek from hell
J. K. M.

SHIPS
A ship there salled—my dreams return
o the duys o pteryear,
To thc night of bliss—the parting kiss,
The ship that hrom,ht me here!

A ship will saif—my visions turn
Once more to the bounding foam,
To love's sweel charms, the waiting arms,
To the ship thut brings me home!
Arthur Morrds, AEF

THE THIRD ARMY RESPONDS
To these who turn our way
Across the distant route-—
To these who count each day
Unheeding Timao dolo% 0Lt

0 those wt vateh and \vnlt
T?m,ond the sen-girt span
\Whose drea sl ht»ld the ‘Western Gate—
Gentlemen—Our Clan!

To that which overhead

Now flutters at the Rhine—
Whaoase ripping rolls of red

Still =hield the Staff and Line—
‘Whose glory is no wraith

From lowland up to erag—~
Heart-emblem of ¢ um ﬂlml fnith—
Gentlemen—The 71

‘o those win miay not take
‘Phe great ship, home
o those in lonor's walke
Who hold the sHent mound—
Whe, by the cros:
Stadned hills and va
Who slay o keep etern
Gentlemen—OQur Dead!

Grantland Rice, Third Anny, U.S.

FROM FORCE OF HABIT
Dlon’t think it quadnt in after years
If on a LIlt that's in arrears,
A former vet of our tighting force
Should anbsent-mind~diy indorse
“4th Ind: Forwarded for the necessary action.”

If rouars should be the lowly chere

Of clerk in some department store,

Don't be surprised if a former dough

Should phrase his wunts in manuer

“1 pair of drawers, sumimer, and 1 eravat, bs-
sue”

It you should Le in Hackensack

And check yonr hat—to b'!y it hack,

The bandit of the gay cafe

Is Just us apt as nol to s

“IDoes the Captain wish

e right
.Iolm Pk-n’c Roche Lt. Q.M.C.

“NOW | LAY ME*
“Now I lay me down to stoep”
In yonder stur T scem to see
Myself a little child again
With lgping lips. at Mother's kuee.

“I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep”
As then I prayed, long years ago,

While Mother's hands were clasping mine
Her head, in reverence, bended low.

“If I should die before 1
And leave this world of
Beyond the range of bu 8
Bevond the sight of comrades slain—

soul to take;™
ay remain,

“I pray Thee, Tord, my
That ‘mid Thy Hos
Untll my Mother com
And elasps my hand
John P. Blggs, Py

IN OUR MESS HALL

There's a cracker hoid from Georgin and he's
sirong for Robert t.oe,

A sport or two from dear gld Herald Sguare:
Beside a Jorsey skeeter sits o husk from Ten-
nes:
W ho Lunks with Bobby Jones from Delaware.
ranger loans his knife to Kane from

in.
Cﬂ ith inf.

B

A kid from Carolina cuts the bread:
A limey num Australia is the tirst to cruck o

11
W hcn‘ Hd'hmd Pete from Naples shows his
hend.

A tungo-kid from lector’s and 2 iToosier chop
the wood,

A chap from Pennsylvanin serves the heans;

A two-gun mun from Tucson says the “chow
is roarin' good,”
And so does Juzz Band Joo from New Orloans.

The skipper hails from Oregon--out where the
TO! grow
And wheve the birds are singing all the time—
In fact you'll find it just the same. no matter
where you go,
Frome Muine “way down to, Dixie’s sunny
me.

Howard A. et

¥. Sgt. Maj., Inf.
TO FRANCE VICTORIOUS
Throw down the gleaming bavenet. O ¥rance!
You who have led so nobly and so long,
Silence the trampet with the victor's song,
Down through the festive market pluces danee,
Where Natalie aguin with red glanee
Welcomes her Jaenues returned, where all
ajong
The lighted streets smiles once again belong,
And all is sure where yvesterday was chance.

Taad on from out this gayely and light
To hcld- whore silence broods and new swords

ust
\mnnr.: black, shattered villnges, stifl red
IWith unfergotten blood. Lead where the night
Grows holy with the brave! Yours. France,
] the trust,
O Guardlan of the great heroie dead.

John Farrar, Air Service, U.8.A.

TO MY WIFE
Why ask me if 1 think of thee
When not a moment flies
But thou art in my memory,
Thine image 'fore mine
The sun ne'er gains the
Nor ghidy the fouming sea,
The lark at morn ne'er leuwves her nest,
But T think, I think of thee.

The rose, the Hly, everything
Doth bring thee to my mind,
Iven the litdle birds that sihe
Their carels of the wind,
v hen, s not a nlc.umg sonnd T hear

Nuor Iovely thing I
But wakes some zhoug‘ht of thee,. my dear—
T think, I think of thee.

W, 8. Corurn, Capt., 64th Inf

BACK TO THE LINE
Trampin® along throush the darknoess,
Splashin® my way through the rain,
With a chafin’ pack slunyg on my back,
Bound for the trenches again,

Flashes of light in the d!stnnce,
Splotches ¢ red on the sky,

The sound of a shell creatin® hell
In a convoy crecpin’ by.

Our line moves on like a shadow
Pughin’ its way through the wreek,
Each man in his place, raln in his face
And streamin’ cold down his neck.

Silent and grave. movin' Torward,
Each havin' thoughts all his ow

As we tramp the path o’ the War Lord's wrath
Where the fires o° hell are blown,

Dreamin’ o' hiome an’ the old folks,
An’ the flelds o* yellow grain,
An' the old rock spring, an® everythlng—
RBound for the trenches again.
Sgt. Fair

““'L (A he 4
Hlomm es

CLefR, Dottt g

. “The Hardest. Fight of the War

Shorty filled his lungs with foggy air,
voughed a little—for he had once been gassed
nade another try, and lifted his bugle
k call, that most meditalive and philosoph-
feul of smmmonses—Dbroke forth, aunouncing
thait the doctor was waiting.

’l‘no first squad rounded juto the building.

“Where's the sick book?" . This from the
doctor, who wore the bars of a first lieutenant.
“Left it here yesterday, sir,” said the Com-
pany I sergeant.

The doctor pawed through some papers,
while his corporal and the Company J sor-
weant exchanged muffied words.

“I sent it b:l(.'k vesterday,” announced the
corporal.  “Youn fellows are always losing it.”
“iell you @id,” said the sergeant, still in
an undertone, “it’s around this shuck. What's
the good of if, anyway?”

“Llmportant record. But nobody could dope
ont that Company I book, the way you feollows
keep it

The doctor loeated the book. The sergeaunt
from Company 1 griuned and the medien! de-
pariment corporul lighted a fresh cigarette,
while the sergeant Loxned the names of his
=ick and marked them all under the “In line
of daty entry.”  “Yes,”

“First mman!” called the doetor.

“Hornficld, James R.,” read the corporal.
“What's your trouble? asked the doctor.
ITornficld, James R., preferred to explain
by aetions, If you dow’t show an Army doc-
tor, he thinks you are stalling. So he dropped
lils breeches to the floor and rolled his shirt
up under his aTms.

“Boils. K at ‘em, Gottas have the big
one gpened, I think” e looked up honestly
into the doctor's countenance—and was im-
mediately frozen with embuarrassment. The
doclor was in the aect of tipping his hat, his
waze turned over Iornfield, James R.'s shoul-
der, and & polite smile wreathed his face.
Hornfield, James R.s shirt went down and
hiis breeches up with the speed of an escaped
window blind in an old maid@’s bathroom.

A burst of langhter from the buneh around
him told him that there was no lady present.
e had been hoaxed. The doctor snorted.

“Aw, have a  heart,)” begged IIomm,m
James R.

11e wus furnished a chair and his boil treat-
od, but not before he had supervised the proc-
ess by explicit directions to a private first-class
of the medical department.

“Humes, William ! called the corporal.

Humes, William, had qnite an alarmieg sct
of symptoms. It was like aa almanac de-
scribing pale pains for pinkish people, and
included colie, gall stones, shell shock, eye
=train, the acute pain of appendicitis (on the
teft slde), an ingrowing nuil on the great toe,
4 bad cold, and a desire to be re-classified.

“Castor oil," ordered the doctor, and the

WHEN SICK CALL BLOWS

waiting corporal dmpe(l heavily in purplish
ink and wrote “Duty” in bold script. The
party of the alarming sviploms took his
dose manfully, and walked away with firm
tread.

“Johnson, Hugo V.!"

“Siek? questioned the doctor.

“Xo, sir. I'm only after a coupla CC's,
that's all.”

“Ilonest man,” quoth the medico. “Give him
two for his very own, and six more for any
friends he may have”

“Can’t pronounce the next name,” said the
corporal.  “I've been treating bis iteb: it's
that ‘French iteh.,”

“Let's see,” said the doctor. “Whaddymean
‘French itch’?”

“Well, I think they get it beeause they can't
boll their laundry—-you know what I mean;
several of 'em have it."

The unpronounceably named one liffed his
chemise of uncouth woo! and awaited judg-
ment, scratching s meditative scratch over
the itchiest spot. Numerous inspections by
medicos during bis service, by these men who
never took your word for anything, left him
interested, but unmoved,

“Let's try five per cent sulphur olntment”
suggested the doetor. “If you use It stronger
vou may get a sulphur dermatitis and keep on
\cmtchin" the dermatitis.”

The chemise dropped, was tucked in, and
the uupronounecably named one departed with
4 fresh can of ointment.

Several had colds. There was a case of a
burn, with infection, and a couple of bunkies
who had rigged things up In order to muke
a try for quarters from the doctor. One of
them really got quarters.

The doctor signed the books and several
x‘cports his top brought over to him. He saf,
sawning, on the edge of a table. The tele-
phone bell rang and he answered the eall

“Yes. Glad to know you're here, Sir,
. Yery muddy, yes. Let me send over
(he smbulance. . . . Yes, sir. Ingpections
don’t worry us, as a rule, but Ive been zolng
it alone since Jones left. . . . Yes. Right
over, with the car.” .
He hung up the receiver and got hix feet
on the floor. Orders were unnecessary. Hven
the top was already sweeping the floor. And
the corporal was harrying outside, carrylng a
pall of soiled dressings, while two other men
re-arranged bottles and bandages in even
array, while the orderly began to police up
around the stove.

“Don't overlook anything’” said the doctor
to the top.

“We'll be ready,” replied the top, and be
spat on his hands and took fresh hold of. the
Iop-sided broom..

Sick eall was over.

TUrsus.

LOOK WHO’S HERE

Flole-fn-the-Ground, France, Duc, 26, 1018,
To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES :

Ilave not recelved reply to my letter of re-
cent date, and to add inguit to injury, Four
paper was put before me duated Depember 20
wherein the poor hard-worked, under-paid,
ill-used top comes in for such treatment at the
hands of your cartoouist that would warrant
a court-martial for lese majesté.

Why do you not expose the thousand and
oune advantages you buck privates take of the
unsophisticated high muck-a-muck, the nume
ber of shivering moments you keep him wait-
ing until you are good and ready these dark
mornings to fail in, the details you duck, the
pitiful yarns you try to stuff down his throat
about being sick, wanting passes, eote, ete,
and then give him the grand ha,
bhecause he shows u renl honest and generous
consideration for you und desires to reliove
the already overburdened pack of more weight
and to keep vour delieate tuminics from get-
ting pains by eating too much sweets, you
misinterpret his good intentions and put him
to ridicule before all the Kettle Polishers.

This is a most severe breach of military
discipline, and, Mr. Cartoonist, were you in
my company, 1 would see that you were de-
prived of pie and ice cream every day for a
month. Mind you, the cap does not fit mo,
because my uegroes are too honest and above
bribery, but I am sorry for the brother tops
who are not so fortunate as I, And it is for
them that I desire to chastise you.

Redeem yvourself.  Anything you can do
towards wiping the stains oft the badly be-
smirched reputation of the three striped din-
mond will be greatly appreciated by

Yours sincerely, -
S4M GOLDTROPPE,
1st Sgt., Co. B, 546th Engrs.

WILL UNCLE SELL?

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

There is a lot of guessing going on as to
what disposition will be made afier the war
of the great quantity of tools, machinery, ete.,
now owned by the United States Government.
Among these vast stores of cquipment there
are untold quantities of tools of every descrip-
tion, used by cvery trade, craft and profession
known to man.

Many of us will have to buy a whole new
kit or chest of t{ools when we go back home,
and those who do not need a complete kit or
chest will be glad to add to their present lay-
out, and at the present high cost of tools
quite s hele will be knocked in the savings
of most of us and completely wipe out others,
while some who for various reasons (allot-
ments or cognac) haven't anything saved will
have to do as best they can.

It has oceurred to me that it would be quite
a worthy scheme for our Government to give
the ALY, an opporiunity to purchase such
tools as their occupations require at cost, to
be shipped back to the States by the pur-
chaser. Of course, if we were allowed to buy
these tools care should be taken that no dealer
be allowed to step in and take the lot, thus
depriving us of our chance.

Toxy VARDANEGA, Sgt., 466th Aero Squadron.

WHERE THERE IS REST

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

I submit the following as a reslly original
AEF. joke:

Homesick Corporal (surveying pensively
vast construction project upon which he has
been engaged for 11 months): When I
get back to the States I'm golng somewhere
and settle down where there has been nothing
bmlt new foz- 25 years,

[Attention of Ist Sgt. Goldtroppe is r
mny—that's right—-invlted to cartoon on Pnge
T TDITOR]

(absent]y) Come to my
home town.

A, G. Gar~gg, Sgt., Co. A, 509th Engrs.

THE NATIONAL ARMY

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

‘This letter aims fo express a thought which
has been in ming for several months, grad-
ually growing watil now the conclusion of the
fighting makes it fitring that it be written
and published.

As an officer of the Natiopal Army I wish
to express my very high appreciation of and
admiration for the men who served in that
class. It is not simply the battles which they
won; it is the splendid spirlt of cager co-
operation with which they respouded to
Instruction that made my work and that of
my fellow oflicers a pleasure and an ingpira-
tlon, It is this that I admive; it is for this
that I am more than grateful,

It was not 2 pleasunt task that confronted
us when we received our commission on the
I5th of August, 1917. It was to be our fask
to make an army from the bottom up. The
men whom we were fo recelve (the first

$00,000) were to be not merely completely
guorant of all military traising, but-—we
were told—they would be unwillingly inducted
into the Service, uninterested im the war, and
often sullen®nd insubordinate. The work of
the initin) organization would be further com-
plicated by the dificulty of f{mpuarting dis-
cipline to the new recruits and maintaining
it iu the newly formed regiments. Few of us
believed thutf the average Awerican would take
kindly to the disciplinary system which is the
backbone of an army. All of us were sur-
prised at the ready aecceptupce of that system
by the drafted men.

And there was a spontaneous couriesy,
withal, on the part of the men, that made
the work of the officers a genuine pleasure
instead of a burden. And there was nothing
sectional about this spirit.  Although our
cutfit was originally composed of Southerners,
it was soon completely changed until it con-
tained men from nearly every purt ¢f the
country. DBut, shether the men came from
Alabama, or Maine, from New York or
Texag, they were all uniformly courteous and
eager to learn. An Insiance of deliberate
insubordination or disobedience was ex-
tremely rare. When it occurred the offender
was as promptly disowned by his fellow sol-
diers as he was rebuked and when ry
punished by his ofilcers. X

I count it a high privilege to have served
both in training camp and in the field as an
officer over the drafted man. I believe that
my fellow officers without exception would
Join me in extending to him the most grate-
ful congratulations.

Du Bose MuRrpHY,
Capt., 321st F.A.

CAMP LIFE

To the Editor of the STARS AND STRIPES—

The subfect of weather is worn threaghare,
but there is a Hitle story you may have heard
which exactly illustrates our experlences. at
the present time. One of our soldiers was
plowing along on the main road last week
when he saw a short pole sticking out of the-
mud. Upon investigation he found it was a
rifle, and diggmg down reached a Cavalry-
man, who remarked shortly but pointediy that
the mud was rather aunoying. He asked that
his horse, under him, be excavated, and it was
then seen that the horse was :,tnudm" on a
load of hay cheerfully Inunciug away.

Life in our camp is 2 constant round of
pleasure apd luxurious ease. In the morning
one rises before the sum, quiekly slips on wet
boots and swims out to reveille. Then we
break the ice in the water pall and poxform
the sacred rite known as “the worniug wash.”
After that, 2 dainty breakfast of q\mrter-xmh
bacon and burned oatmeal, sans sugar, washed
down by a lubricating fiuld falsely named cof-
fee. We have a suspicion it is the salvaged
oil from motor truck transmissions. The fare
is sometimes varied by the substitution of
thick- disks of a strange rubber compound
mixed with tinfoll. These are ealled “flap-
Jacks™ because they finp only after bejug
swallowed,

The mean theu gally prance out to work,
singing happily all morning and praising thenr
officers {n various ways and odd phrases. After
tuncheon has been served and the silver and
linen put away again, another dashing bout
with the plek and .8hovel helps to keey dull
care away until 5 p. m., when all retur:. and
dress for dinuer,

Motoring is popular. Henry Ford's original
three curs arve proudly cherished here, and
wheezily stagger to town ard back when neces-
sary. Sometimes 2 wheel comes off, and then
we pick ourselves from the road and land the
driver for not killlng us. It's a gay life, and
wa will never forget it after the war. When
we return to porcelain bathtubs, subway ex-
presses and clothes that fit, it will be with a
spirit of regret and fond memories of A.P.O.
T41 with itz gailant troops.

) Sgparsxt Lack, 501st Eogrs




